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Chapter
One


The tasty MILF takes
her first lodger

 


 


Let’s take a look at
Maurice and Julie.

 


Maurice is early
fifties, and he’s not that fit. You can see that can’t you? A bit
podgy around the middle, getting a bit flabby in the face. And
although he’s not exactly bald, he’s thinning on top. And that’s so
easy to see isn’t it? What with him not being very tall?

To be honest,
the man’s letting himself go.

 


This is Maurice and
Julie’s garden by the way. Smallish, the bushes around the edge of
the lawn are on the way to getting out of control. Not very well
looked after. The grass is in a poor state.

 


It’s a bit like
Maurice, isn’t it!

We shouldn’t
really joke though should we, the man does his best.

Sort of.

 


Maybe if he got a
decent lawnmower that would be a start. Lawnmowers cost money
though. And money’s in a bit short supply for Maurice and Julie.
Always has been if it comes to that.

 


Woops! Keep out of his
way. Mustn’t let him get too close, you know the rules.

 


Well it’s a sunny
afternoon so let’s make the best of it. It’s so quiet around here
isn’t it? Just a few houses scattered around, not really a village…
not really anything to be honest. Maybe that was why Maurice and
Julie could afford this place, houses here are reasonably cheap.
It’s only about a twenty minute drive into Netherfield as well, so
not that bad a commute for Maurice.

Julie drives
too but they only have the one car. It means she’s a bit isolated
here but Julie doesn’t work so Maurice thinks it doesn’t matter
that much. Maybe he’s right. Maybe not.

There’s Julie
at the door by the way, watching Mo and his slightly pathetic
attempt to cut the grass. Let’s wander over and have a look at
her.

She’s a bit
younger than Mo, early forties. You can tell, can’t you? At five
foot three she’s not very tall either, although only a few inches
shorter than her husband. But there’s a difference between them
isn’t there? Her hair is healthy and strong. See the way it falls
onto her shoulders? Quite attractive isn’t it? And her face has a
sort of plump prettiness. You’d quite happily kiss those cheeks,
wouldn’t you?

Or that
mouth.

Ok let’s agree
she’s carrying a few extra pounds these days but not many, really,
and they’re all in the right places don’t you think?

Definitely in
the right places. Notice how her blouse is slightly tight across
her breasts? It used to be a looser fit, but Julie thinks there’s
still plenty of wear left in it and, well, money’s tight. Money’s
always tight and so are a lot of Julie’s clothes these days...
Stand a little this way – just a little further, don’t worry she
can’t see you, just make sure there’s no physical contact – and you
can see through the gap between two of the buttons. Hints of a
white lacy bra and a bulging breast. Just enough to make the mouth
water. What do you think?

 


Mo’s mouth doesn’t
water much these days, although Julie sometimes wishes it would.
She’s got those old blue jeans on again today, but once in a while
she wears a skirt and lets it slip up her thighs hoping Mo will
notice. But he never seems to.

Sometimes she
puts a bikini on to sunbathe. In fact she wore one earlier today.
Julie’s had the bikini for quite a few years, so it strains a bit.
Some people might suggest that it doesn’t cover everything it
should.

We wouldn’t say
that though would we? If we got the chance to judge.

 


Which we will do, soon
enough.

 


And anyway, some people
might look at that inadequate bikini and agree that it doesn’t
cover much and say and a very good thing too…

 


In fact, earlier today
Julie changed into her bikini and she got the sunbed out and set it
up next to Mo’s deckchair…

Stretched
herself out on it…

Then listened
as Mo fell asleep in the sunshine.

Ah well. She
had half expected that, really. And as her husband had slept, Julie
had slipped her right hand underneath the bikini bottom and very
gently played with her clit.

This was
something new – not the playing with herself, she’s done that
plenty of times before, when Mo is at work – but doing it,
outdoors, next to him, while he slept. This was all new.

 


Julie had found it very
exciting. There was the added danger that someone might see her. A
complete stranger perhaps; someone might happen to look over the
hedge or maybe even stumble upon her, a delivery man, wandering
around the back of the house with a parcel –

– There wasn’t,
of course. Couldn’t have been. The hedge was too high, and the side
gate was bolted. But still, the idea of it had gotten Julie pretty
excited. As she played with herself a wonderful feeling of arousal
had coursed through her body, and then she had jerked around in
orgasm, imagining somebody watching, all the time trying to keep
silent, her mouth wide open to keep the gasps of pleasure as quiet
as possible.

 


It’s no good you
wanting to see that particular little show! We’re here today to
meet Mo and Julie and to find out a little about who they are.
Consider this to be a learning curve. You’ll get to see a lot more
than Julie jerking herself off soon enough.

 


She had been very wet,
by the way. After the orgasm, she had put two fingers inside
herself and had been pleasantly surprised to discover that they
slid smoothly in, all the way up to the knuckle.

 


Anyway! Enough of such
things. Here’s Julie, standing by the back door, looking at her
husband.

‘Dinner in
about half an hour,’ she calls out. And Mo nods, and carries on
pushing the mower. And Julie goes back inside.

 


We’re going to skip
forward a few minutes now. Ready? For goodness sake, there’s no
need to hold your arms out like that! It’s not as though you’re
going to fall over!

 


…Here we are, in the
kitchen with them both. Julie has roasted a chicken, but the day
has if anything got even warmer and they are both sweating a
little. It’s a hot meal on a hot day. Notice how Julie’s tight
blouse has started clinging to her? Her nipples are poking through,
see? They’re quite a good size, aren’t they? If that doesn’t get Mo
excited!…

It doesn’t.
He’s concentrating on his food. Ah well.

‘The kids go
back to school soon,’ Julie says. ‘Wouldn’t it be nice to get away
for a week when they do? It’s such lovely weather. Be a shame not
to take advantage.’ She looks at Mo, hopefully. ‘We could go to the
coast. It’s cheaper when the kids are in school.’

Mo sighs.

‘It would,
love. But…’ Mo sighs again, then says the words she had been
expecting. ‘Money’s so tight. I’m sorry.’

‘It’s ok. I
know.’

Mo looks at his
wife. We could both do with a break, he thinks.

But he puts
another piece of chicken into his mouth.

 


Here we are in that
garden again! It’s late morning the next day and it’s as warm as
ever. It’s a Monday, Mo’s at work and Julie’s got the house to
herself. Here she comes! Wearing that wonderful bikini, bending
down slightly as she drags the sunbed out.

Oh I forgot,
this is the first time that you’ve seen her in the bikini isn’t it?
It is rather revealing don’t you think? And she does have a shapely
arse doesn’t she? Not small, not by any means, but a great shape.
We can certainly see a lot of it too can’t we! That bikini really
doesn’t cover much at all. And as for her breasts, bulging out all
round the bikini top… They’re pretty firm aren’t they? And when you
think, they’re a good size and she’s in her forties. Ripe, you
might say. Ripe would be a good description of Julie as well, I
think. Ripe for what though?

At least that
bikini top covers her nipples. Well you can see them, obviously, I
don’t need to tell you that! The fabric has been washed so many
times, it’s gone so thin it’s virtually transparent. Nice shape and
size aren’t they?

Simon will
certainly think so. But we won’t get to meet Simon for a little
while yet.

Or Paul. Or the
rest of the boys.

By the way, if
you’re wondering where the bikini line is – there isn’t one.
Sometimes, when she’s feeling really naughty, Julie even takes
these tired little scraps of cloth off.

 


This time Julie has
made sure to leave the gate unlocked. She closes her eyes and finds
her clitoris. She’s really rubbing it isn’t she? And she’s not so
quiet this time! A housewife at play; isn’t it exciting to
watch!

No-one turns
up, of course. She probably wouldn’t want them to. But afterwards,
Julie thinks about having two orgasms in two days, and she wonders
what has got her so excited. Is it the danger of being discovered?
Or the thrill of doing it outdoors?

Or maybe
something else. She realises that both times she had been thinking
about some vague young delivery man, not about Mo at all. Was that
it?

Julie laughs
bitterly. She’s thinking, as if some young lad would be interested
in me!

Hey, don’t give
up hope Julie! Have you never heard of a Milf?

Then her mobile
trills, and she sees it’s an incoming call from Hattie, and she
feels slightly guilty. She wanders indoors as she chats to her
daughter. After the call has finished she changes into her regular
clothes. And then another boring day trundles along, carrying Julie
with it.

 


I’m taking you forward
a couple of weeks now... There. Good! You’re getting used to it.
You don’t look sick at all.

The weather’s
still quite decent, notice, although some of the heat has gone.
It’s a Tuesday afternoon and Julie’s sitting in the living room.
She’s got the laptop going. Not what you might be thinking! She’s
looking at Netherfield University’s website, idly wondering whether
she might enrol in some sort of course. But the happy smiling
students in the photos all look so young, and anyway even the ten
week “Courses for the Community” are so expensive. They’re in the
evenings, so that would be ok, but… two hundred pounds! If they
can’t afford a holiday, how could she possibly ask Mo if she can do
something like this?

Sometimes,
Julie feels like a burden. She gave up work when she became
pregnant with Hattie, and by the time Hattie left for university
she seemed to have become unemployable. It was hard enough to get
interviews; and when she did, she could tell even in the interview
that they didn’t want her. She was always turned down, usually the
same insincere phrase telling her: “…it was a difficult decision
but the standard was very high.”

It didn’t help,
living out in the sticks without a car, although Mo said if she got
a job he would drop her off and collect her. He was good like that.
She felt a brief surge of warmth for her husband. He had never
complained about how tight money was, or that she wasn’t making a
contribution. Even so, sometimes Julie felt like a burden.


Look at this though! On
the screen! You see the link on the right hand side? Urgent, it
says. Accomodation required. Please help.

She hasn’t seen
it has she? And she’s about to click onto another page! Oh no!

Don’t worry.
She’ll spot it before she does, trust me.

Well, maybe
don’t trust me in general… but trust me in this.

 


Here she goes…

 


Ha! Just as she was
about to click away, something has drawn her eye to the
message.

I wonder what
did that?

Anyway, she’s
reading it now. She’s realising that it’s a hyperlink. She’s still
not fully interested, but she’s interested enough to click
through.

 


Can you help?
Netherfield University need accomadation for fist year students. We
still have over thirty fist year students with nowhere to live and
the new ubiversity year is only weeks away. We are looking for
homeowners with a spare room willing to provide board and lodgings
to a single first year srudent. Genrous rates of recompence.

 


It’s a poorly-worded,
misspelt message, hastily put together. In the background, a photo
shows a happy smiling young woman apparently sharing a joke with a
happy smiling middle-aged woman. They’re standing outside a
detached house and the sun is shining. The happy smiling young
woman has a bicycle helmet on and is either just arriving, or just
about to depart. Julie follows another link to see how much the
genrous rates of recompence are.

Her eyes bulge
and she gasps.

We offer £175
per week to homeowners providing full board. Lower rates are
payable for Room Onley.

Full Bord is
Breakast and Dinner.

 


‘Isn’t that half
board?’ Julie murmurs to herself. She reads on. The agreement is
for three ten-week terms, beginning in October and ending the
following June. Julie uses the calculator function on her phone to
see how much that adds up to. Three times ten, times one hundred
and seventy five. She stares at the result, thinks it’s wrong, does
the calculation again.

Gasps
aloud.

Five thousand,
two hundred and fifty pounds!

Five thousand
pounds!

What could they
do with five thousand pounds!

 


** ** **

 


‘I don’t know…’

Julie has
waited until dinner. She’s nervous, without knowing why, and is
cross with herself because of that. She’s just told Mo about
reading the advert.

‘It wouldn’t
cost us much,’ she continues. ‘A bit more food, that’s all really.
A little bit of extra cleaning. And they’d be out all day at
lectures and… things,’ she says, vaguely. ‘Then at night they’d be
in their room.’

‘I don’t know,’
Mo repeats. There’s silence for a few seconds as he thinks about
it. Then he smiles. ‘It’d be like having a dog. We’d never be able
to go out.’

‘They’d have
their own key.’

Mo frowns, and
Julie adds, hastily, ‘it says the university guarantees you against
theft or damage. Not that we’ve got anything worth stealing.’

Mo grunts.
‘What about when Hattie and Mark visit? Where would they stay?

Julie laughs,
bitterly. The nerves have gone now. ‘When’s the last time that
happened? Anyway, she could have the box room.’

‘She?’

‘It says you
can choose whether to take a boy or a girl. A man or a woman, I
mean.’

Mo grunts again
and shakes his head.

‘We could
really use the extra money Mo.’

‘How much do
they pay?’

Julie smiles
and plays her trump card.

‘Five thousand
pounds.’

‘What!’ Mo
looks at his wife, smiles, and says, ‘You’ve got that wrong love.
Nobody would pay five thousand pounds for lodging a student.’

Gaining
confidence all the time, Julie goes through the sums with Mo. He’s
still frowning, but less sure now. She grabs the laptop and shows
him the page. He’s silent, mentally going through the calculations
again. Finally he says,

‘Bloody
hell.’

 


** ** **

 


Julie’s can hardly
believe her luck. Her life has held so many disappointments. Things
like this hardly ever happen to her.

It’s the next
morning, and she’s calling the university. She presses one for
this, and two for that, and ends up speaking to someone in the
library. But they transfer her to someone in the Senate building,
which sounds very important, and they transfer her to
Accommodation. She can hear the capital A in the word.

She hears the
phone extension ringing out in Accommodation. Eventually a voice
answers, and she starts to speak, then realises it’s a recorded
message. Julie panics and hangs up.

‘Stupid’ she
says to herself. She picks up the phone again and redials, this
time asking for Accommodation. The extension rings out again.
Julie’s heart is thumping.

‘Leave a
message,’ she tells herself. But this time someone picks up, and
Julie asks about providing lodging for students. And hears the
wonderful news that there are still some people looking for
Accommodation!

Julie’s heart
soars. She hears the person on the other end of the line telling
her, word for word, what she had read on the website. The person
asks Julie if she would answer a few initial questions, and heart
thumping Julie says yes. She tells the person that no, she is not a
convicted criminal, and agrees that she or her partner or spouse is
a UK national. Julie gives other relevant information and also
answers that she is heterosexual, does not self-define as binary or
transgender and is a member of the white community. She gives her
address, and describes her house. It seems that she has answered
all the questions correctly, because the person says that someone
will be in touch in the next day or so “to carry out a home
inspection”. Julie agrees that she is happy if this person is male,
female, or a member of the non-binary community. She has no idea
what this means, and doesn’t care. Julie and the person in
Accommodation wish each other a good day and ring off. She cannot
remember the last time she was this happy.

Julie’s
happiness drifts downwards the next day, when no-one calls. She had
given both home and mobile numbers, and regularly checks each to
make sure that they are still working.

 


On the Friday, Julie
musters her courage and calls the university. Here she is, mobile
in her hand, speaking to someone who may or may not be the same
person that she spoke to previously. She’s just explained that
nobody has called, as promised. She’s very nervous isn’t she?

‘We have a
geographical boundary for supported accommodation,’ the person is
replying, ‘and I’m afraid you’re just outside it.’

‘My husband has
said that he’d be happy to give the student a lift into town,’
Julie says.

The person
laughs. ‘I’m afraid that’s not acceptable. Goodbye.’

Julie holds the
phone in her hand, staring at it. At the loss of five thousand
pounds. She’s so upset! Don’t you want to give her a
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